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master however did not appear to notice that anything was wrong.
His wife held the book up before him. 'Glory be to Jesus', sang the
schoolmaster, loudly and cheerfully sawing away at the cracked
and broken strings, while the violin screeched and shrieked and
screamed and groaned and actually seemed to writhe and struggle
in his arms like a wild animal in agony. There was something so
utterly incongruous in the words and die noise, the heart-rending
bowel-raking uproar and screams of the tormented violin, that I
smiled. I could not help it. Shriek, shriek, scream, groan, yell,
howled the violin, as if a spirit in torment were writhing im-
prisoned within it, and still the schoolmaster sawed away vigorously
and sung amid the wailing, screeching uproar, * Glory be to Jesus'
in a loud and cheerful voice. It was the most ludicrous thing. I
never was so hard put to it not to laugh aloud.
Monday, 23 October
A wedding at 9 o'clock, fixed most conveniently for me by the
people themselves. The man was one of the most Boeotian clowns
I ever saw. He made an unusually extraordinary hash of 'I thee
endow' and 'thereto I plight thee my troth*. Plainly he had not the
least idea of the meaning of what he was saying. And the woman
was naturally foolish and childish and did not even know her right
hand from her left.
Wednesday, November Day
Mrs. Venables wrote to me yesterday. She is terribly bothered
again about Gibbins' affairs. Young Lewis, the Hay tailor, has once
more suddenly appeared on the scene and all is ablaze again when
we thought the attachment had died away at least on her part and
been forgotten. Mrs. Venables wants some reliable information
about the young man. So I had to consult Evans the schoolmaster
yesterday and to go to Hay this morning to the Castle to ask Mrs.
Beavan's advice.
The old soldier Morgan sent me by his wife a basket of Quince
apples, the only ones that grew on his tree this year.
Thursday, November Morrow
The morning opened with a fine sky of brown and dark hard
steel-blue.
Old Sarah Williams and a few more of the old people still salute
one with, 'Your servant, sir', 'Your servant, ma'am'. In the next

